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parade ground, to the back of the station. We passed
through the avenue which bordered the road, and per-
ceived the cause of the light. For miles and miles all
along the horizon there stretched a line of fire ; in some
places it was burning brightly, elsewhere emitting only
a dull glow.
The spectacle was so beautiful and so singular that
with one accord we pulled up to admire it. Our admira-
tion was mingled with other feelings not so agreeable.
The line of fire we conjectured to be the burning Customs'
hedge, which was a bank of thorny bushes, lately erected
by the Government along the Customs' frontier to prevent
the smuggling of salt and opium. The sight did not quite
harmonise with the watchman's story. We went on with
some misgivings. These misgivings were increased when
we reached the station. We came into it near the gaol..
From the gardens opposite came the same sort of glow
as Jiad proceeded from the duller parts of the burning
hedge, and from among the trees appeared patches of
sparks that suggested the idea of burning rafters.
From these appearances we concluded that some at
least of the houses of the station had been burnt. We
halted to deliberate. Just then the horseman nest me
whispered to me to look where he pointed. I did, and
dimly made out the figures of several men lying on the
ground as if asleep. I desired our men to surround
them. The movement of the horses awoke them, they
started up, and finding themselves in a circle of mounted
men they seemed paralysed with terror. As they could
give no account of themselves I desired one of our men
to dismount and pinion them. But while he was looking
for a rope, they suddenly darted between the horses, and
disappeared as suddenly as if the ground had swallowed
them up.